
MEADOW'S INVERSIONS OF ROTE CONTAINERS

this, a long with matter's passioned drifting of kindred gos, to many
mind phases, to reinstate an unparalleled wish towards wayfinding
for flowering deems these dramatic patterns to be with continuities,
for far flown ghosts to send their gathered kindnesses;
tendons ungoverned by weeks must be theirs, 
a clattering against about as much as dew,
were we to be within and know its many additive forms?
a pattering steed airdewine has risen forth on steps to attend 
with the tesselate inversion of the rote, with all respect in return,
to allow wholenesses themselves to define, by feel in progression,
which they have, so are able, without the claim being padded,
yet with the undoing being stilled, with the reservoir here to orate.

that one it's travling bag is yoked, some journeys inside,
that is also papyrs of sooth, and a few sheathed refreshing
papyrs of response, to somehow have already been remedied
by feathered forests exploring throughout eons,
as they have, the total parasum of ability, the uncaught median
still reassuring each of its selves as they have leaned to its whispering,
oh and at times clamoring, for softening simulated bifurcations,
and restoring garments where they have waited to encloak,
and to in turn just as much release more to more, 
the appearance of a voyager, the multifluous carrying of
the companions most ambiterrestriate, crepuscular yes in deed,
finders of the dawns and winding tunnels even above ground,
sending of its improvised parade of memories, that was a rain
crow nice as a pheasant, they, as a placement to an omniverse,
teachings are shared, and may continue, in addition,
to unembattle words from words, parts within parts,
each spindle and each breaking day within day,
every every any possible any is a breakthrough, constantly,
each subtle superfluousness and each vital magnanimousness,
switching places with fate as imbecil and magus alike,
hey what heed to do is to step throughways, allowing mud
as substitution for the formative language, until it is itself
once again, perhaps neither hastened nor halted,
but who would know and then also disdain the motion of presence
that does occur?  that which is like a name seats an additional
that which, that which is like a name that is.  sameness that is not
a ladder, and even nothing is not sameness, the finding of up
is subjective to even the beginningmost notion of itself.



   